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« For the wildness at the pulse of this world » 

An update to Entile Armaund's essay 

I. I write this with election season in full swing, of a poem moving to the pleasures of love. 
The walls are daubed with posters of every color To feel alive is to make those exciting details 
where people claim to be of every "color" of of one's life that are worthwhile: to make of the 
opinion. Who doesn't have their party their details a fleeting experiment, and of one's life 
program, their profession of faith? Who is not an experiment that succeeds. All of this with no 
either a socialist, a radical, a progressive, a liberal? constraints, with no program imposed in 
This abnegation of the self is the great malady of advance; according to one's temperament, then, 
the century. One belongs to an association, a union, to one's state of being in the moment, one's 
a party; one shares the opinions, the convictions, conception or non-conception of life. 

the rule of conduct of another. One is led, a III. One can call oneself an anarchist and 

follower, a disciple, a slave, never oneself. vegetate. One may mirror the anarchism of 

It's true that it costs less to be as this. To belong one's newspaper, one's favorite writer, one's 
to a party, adopting the program of another and set group. One can call oneself original and deep 
on a collective course of action, is to avoid thought, down be nothing more than a second or third- 
reflection, the creation of one's own ideas. It is to degree add-on or outsider, 
dispense with acting by oneself. It is the triumph 
of the famous theory of the "least resistance" for 
the love of which so many stupid things have been 
said and done. 

Some call this living. True, the parasite lives, the 
babbler lives, the false comrade, the traitor, all live. 

Let them leave us so we may not only live, but feel and desire - on the pretext that it is the rule 

more: "to feel alive." chosen by all the members of your group, is the 

II. To feel alive is not only to be aware that we act of a monk, not of an anarchist. It is not the 
are regularly performing the functions that act of an negator of authority to fear a loss of 
maintain the individual and, if you like, the esteem or incurring the disapproval of your 
species. Nor is feeling alive to perform the acts of circle. All that your comrade can ask of you is 
one's life within a narrow design, in agreement not to encroach on the practice of their life; they 
with some wise book written by some author who cannot go farther. 

knows nothing of life but its hallucinations, IV. An essential condition for "feeling alive" 

crucibles, and equations. Feeling alive is certainly is to know how to appreciate one's life. Morals, 

not to keep to neatly groomed paths in a public sensations, rules of behavior, emotions, 

garden when the wayward paths of wild knowledges, faculties, opinions, passions, 

undergrowth are calling you. Feeling alive is to meaning, the brain, etc. — so many means 

vibrate, tremble, shudder with the perfumes of which allow us to approach our life. So many 

flowers, the songs of birds, the sounds of waves, servants at the command of the "self" for it to 

the howling wind, the silence of solitude, the develop and expand. Mastering them all, the 

feverish voice of crowds. To feel alive is to be as conscious "negator of authority" does not 

sensitive to the plaintive melody of the shepherd allow their self to be mastered by any of them, 

as to the harmonies of great operas, to the radiance When they succumb, it is from lack of 



Being restricted to the yoke of a so-called 
anarchist morality is to be always bound. All a 
priori entities are the same: theocratic, 
bourgeois, collectivist or anarchist. Smothered 
under a rule of conduct contrary to your 
judgment, reason, and experience - to what you 



education of the will. This is not irreparable. The 
studied "one-beyond-domination" is not fearful; 
they enjoy everything, bite into everything, within 
the limits of individual appreciation. They taste 
everything and nothing is repugnant to them, so 
long as they maintain their moral equilibrium. 

Only the anarchist can feel theirself living, for 
they are the unique one among people, the only 
one whose appreciation of life has its source in 
their self, without the impure mixture of authority 
imposed from without. 
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LETTERS, ET CETERA 



I cannot say this divide between old and new 
school anarchists really exists because it has not 
been a large part of my experience. What I do 
observe and experience is a surprising number of 
people who are constantly running short of hope. 
To prevent myself from losing the sense of and 
striving toward freedom, I simply look behind, 
within, before and beside me. We will probably 
not end globalism, empty the state of its power 
and be rid of fascists and capitalists. I don't 
disillusion myself with hope or the absence of it. 
We move for people, creatures and ideas worth 
moving for. Even if the fact is we will never truly 
win an anarchist world, we have things worth 
moving for. 

Ana Grande, Gresham OR 

Aren't there enough textiles and accessories in the 
world to prevent ourselves from furthering their 
production? Anarchist buttons and shirts and hats 



and wristbands? Let's start living the way we 
want to live now, and resist in those areas 
where we are prevented by the state and its 
upholders. Our lives should be plastic not 
plastic-wrapped. 
Kahri 

Why do bicycles seem to be idealized as much 
in anarchist circles as in liberal/green-washed 
circles? Bikes can be empowering machines but 
I can't help but see the ruthless oil machine that 
stands behind their construction. We don't need 
essays which delve into statistical analyses to 
realize that "this won't work either" (for 
bicycles or any other topical research item). 
Withheld 

We're just creatures with big heads, big brains. 
Aren't our brains just tools that could be used 
to grow beautiful things? Things that aren't 
genetically-modified flowers and vegetables? 
I'm tired of subjective and objective this and 

that and ( )centric ideas. I'm tired of using or 

fighting with them to justify my existence to 
anyone, whether they are a government entity 
or a peer. Don't most of us just want to live? I 
just want to breathe and play and think and 
grow. I'm not particularly intelligent, according 
to this society, but I am capable of love, in 
many forms. I want the space to be able to love 
without the fear that something will take it 
away from me. I am comfortable with the idea 
of my own death and even the death of our 
species and the planet and the universe. I can 
deal with "no life". What I cannot tolerate is 
action which tests the limits of life simply to 
test it. 

Berecz Honte, Brooklyn NY 

The edge is on me. I feel ready to say I have the 
ability to take another's life because of their 
claim to such a right. Businesses and my 
neighbor alike are defended in their 'right' to 
pollute the air and kill me and I have no 'right' 
to stop them. They have a right to heat their 
homes and let their lawn be trimmed neatly? 
And I am thwarted in my efforts to not 
contribute to this mess they call society? 
Erik, Davis CA 

It's been made simple and effortless to be 
destructive - even in play 



Miep Lereaux 

I am more convinced that every anarchist needs to 
tend to a garden or find a way to feed themselves 
which does not separate themselves from the labor 
that goes into food production and does not enter 
into capitalist or governmental relations. We 
cannot be fed by a system outside of ourselves. 
There is no justification for using their grocery 
stores, their genetically modified farms, their 
commodification of life. 

Elisa Cerholt, Milwaukee WI 

Explaining how my fingers can form pattern - how 
to explain what a pattern is? Universe, or verse in 
one direction, write in twos, happen there and 
back, hair tucked behind the ear? 
Silvana Luca, Unsettled 

Let's abandon the anti-vehicle protests. Let's just 
ban them. Fuck the EU's no cars by 2050 shit. Let's 
make sabotage efforts of all cars in all cities for 
removal by June 2012. Get your cars out of the city 
or we'll do it for you. End all dependencies on the 
infectious, oppressive juice. Learn to cook without 
gas (or just don't cook). Learn how to repair your 
garments - fix all things instead of replacing them. 
Tear up cement and asphalt so the planet can 
fucking breathe. Walk everywhere. 
Kevin, Portland OR 

How many times will we watch our comrades be 
beat, maced, shot, poisoned, assaulted, clubbed, 
arrested, and murdered before we find it 
"acceptable" to do the same or to stop them using 
any means? 

Anonymous 

My proposition is we start living our lives as they 
need to led now. This means we make our own 
<x,y,z> without capital, without servants, without 
gods. We will no longer rationalize in the reality 
that industrial society and governments are still 
operating around us and "it's not my fault for 
using that which surrounds me or that which I am 
born into". Isn't it our duty to end this mess? Let's 
cut the throat of the past and spill its blood to feed 
this world again. We're not here to change who we 
are, we're here to change what we've become. You 
cannot name freedom with the word of law. Let us 
abolish law and take back our lives. 
Wendy Morelli 



No one owns the lemon grove / Share the 
pieces / Tend to it carefully 

I have always hated war and am by nature and 
philosophy a pacifist, but it is they who are 
forcing war on us, and the first principle of war 
is to kill the enemy. 
Maud Gonne 

The intelligence I currently value most in 
myself and my peers is the intelligence which 
recognizes the many flaws of our current 
manner of living, the present society and the 
societies of the past. Further, intelligence 
capable of distinguishing the many paths away 
from these flaws and acts in them, recognizing 
the possibility of further flaws but embracing 
the necessity of the movement. This is 
intelligence to me. The intelligence which can 
firmly say the intelligence that present society 
praises is a form of stupidity, a segregation of 
knowledge into centers of power, and a thing 
which must be destroyed. 

Andreas Hirshman, Detroit MI 




TRAPPED 



jorge vahl 

The person who touches the light of fire and 
burns theirself on it will forever be grimed, 
scoured by societal folk - the bitterness will know 
no end, for the enslaved will always exert their 
force on the free. False fingers will draw up 
around the throat of a such a free person, who has 
seen all colors mix and darken and become light, 
no seal left on their soul, acceptance of the folds 
beyond our world and the rejection, contemplative 
rejection of all that falls down. Could it be made 
into a drink? Could it be made into a life? Hot 
from the pyre, brothers and sisters gathered 
around the sea and air and thieving it in names 
given by others. Their soul, like fire, like a mother, 
like a gentleness, like strong chords, like stone and 
shame, pressing leaf into mud after rain; the music 
does curl like smoke around eye lids and where it 
might go from there, we cannot know. I do not 
know what I burn, where it goes, only that it is 
now my duty, in this grave world, to find the 
things that are close to me, find the things that will 
not be wasted on foreheads of gold, and fill the 
cloaks of secrecy with curses riddled up and down 
in black ancient writing, the first anarchist's 
writing, the first rebels tongue, up and down, 
telling the story of sweet prayers that were the 
means of a single person, a single person in their 
sleep and waking, wild and heaten lava, folded 
arms, folded lips, scowls and breezes, dew on the 
chest - peace was all these things at that old time. 
Peace was all of these things. 
TeDaudemlaudusmus: the damned are free. 
Scorpions whisper cleverness at the helpless dead. 
They wake, turn to fowles and spread iron seeds 
strapped to their backs. 

The words moved us onward. Why go forth by 
oneself? Why fix ourselves beyond where we are? 
Why march, why move forward? 

And then they stopped, felt the velvet of the 
flower, felt the rough of eachother's fingers and the 
smoothness of the parasitic spinal chords. Eyes 
flickered. Words flickered, eyes flickered and 
twitched - we are slaves until we move again. And 
we learned movement by foremembering out-selfs, 
we are spurs to futures we said, to dispel 
astringency from eyeballs, creepingly we repeated 
the words in a language: 



/gusotpyrrphtch..teredkkkdsddff// We turned 
our heads away and small clouds broke 
beneath unclad feet, which had been 
previously clad with gore and plastic earth 
blood. Time ran out or away. 
Dig down. Away, down. 

RELEASE 

ylva oren 

A restlessness, a nervous twitching of the 
light (or dark), one might call it, an air brushing 
the curtainfolds and then dropping into the 
dull shimmer of the summer night, it 
occasionally breathes like this, a narrow strip 
gaping and disappearing every few seconds, 
then a temporary darkness, then another puff 
and a new darkness, happening every time the 
draft (for he has deliberately, because of the 
strong heat, let it come through) opens the gap 
between the curtains, they flutter and bulge (as 
a stage curtain when actors or stagehands rush 
past behind it) before they are again hanging 
relatively motionless in their skirt-like folds. A 
long split curtain and the whole world hidden 
behind it. It is only a matter of opening the 
door and going through, to find everything, 
absolutely everything. 

It is dark. He is in the dark, almost 
motionless, motionless on the road to rest and 
sleep. He has gotten used to it, befriended it, a 
friend of darkness, the brief period of darkness 
after the curtains are drawn but before he lights 
the reading lamp. Assuming everything is at its 
usual place, he can move, as he has just done, 
with some confidence, across the floor from the 
window to the bed. Incidentally, it is not a very 
dark night, just a half-dim twilight; it still 
shines bright and skyward reflections burn in 
the highrise building's upper windows, while 
the darkness, or semi-darkness, or the shadow, 
thickens below, and rises (he knows) slowly up 
the floors, from one row of windows to 
another, as a measuring cup: nearly full. This 
evening he entered to the smell of the house 
like a guest and he senses the reassuring, 
metallic fumes of gun oil again; it is within easy 
reach of the bed, as always, loaded, as always. 
He is prepared. The only matter of uncertainty 



is that the cartridges are about half as old as bright red wood spread a powder of whirling 

himself, in other words forty and some odd years, sparks), and he is glad that those days are over. 

Perhaps he should afford to buy new ones. But if No, he's not. For example, apple cores - 

they never get fired, no joy will come from them, or any fruit or vegetable that rots, wrinkled and 

and the money will be wasted. contorted and shrinking, as the human body 

The night inside is as warm as the day wrinkles and contorts and shrinks more and 

outside. It could have been the sea. He regrets? He more with increasing age, as the least common 

doesn't know. At arrival he could steal a package multiple of the fruits (or vegetables) - and 

of filled biscuits (he could just soak them up a bit humans only appear in decay, he thinks. He 

in his mouth first) and a bottle of soda from the sweats, especially on the back, one spot, sticky 

kiosk, before embarking on the laborious journey sweat as syrup on skin. Something he read once 

down to the beach where he could sit in the grass, about an artist who had hung a large number 

with his jacket and crutches beside him, and rolled of white-painted bananas on some sort of rack 

up shirt sleeves, to eat biscuits and drink soda, on the wall, all of the same appearance, and all 

slowly, savoring, while considering the waves artificial, except one, and as the artist's exhibit 

rolling in, and feeling the wind in his hair - or progressed, one banana began to rot, the real 

rather his skull, the smell of salt, iodine and rotting one, of course, which had thus distinguished 

seaweed. He remembers the last time he was at itself, while the others, the artificial, of course, 

sea, it must have been about ten years ago, when remained painted and fine. No, not the sea 

he saw something (since his throatlessness seems today. How long had it been since the last time? 

to have been compensated by good sight), About four months. So four months ago was 

something which first looked like a message-in-a- last time he was out of the house. A daring feat 

bottle (mail?), then a cigar box, drifting inward by each time. But worth it. Never in the winter, it's 

the onshore wind, but finally transformed into a too dangerous. But a formidable experience for 

block of wood, quite simply, a soaked wooden having had the same view for four months or 

block that eventually came to lie and beat against half a year. It is really of no consequence what 

the pebbles in rhythm with the waves, without any he sees, only that it's something else, 

message, smooth, without markings even from the True, though not through the binoculars: 

instrument that had cut it. He remembers the relief a piece of aluminum capable of gyroscopic 

it was to sit and watch the insignificant object bob motion, mounted on a solid rod, a platform to 

toward the beach, this feeling that if one only stand on, and a slot for the coin (he knows one 

waited long enough, something floating, sees nothing, before one has paid; the coin, 

something void of meaning, and significance rattles down into the box, brings a sudden 

perhaps, but something, something comes floating, revelation that opens up something new and 

drifting, revolving, a block, it's just a matter of unexpected, and lets it appear clearly, enlarged, 

waiting, he thinks, it is him, he is a wooden block indiscreetly close, for a payment; he imagines a 

that pecks at the beaches one summer day a blind man with the rattle of a tin box on his 

decade ago. No. He is not. He is alive. He is sitting belly, who must endlessly put a coin in the box 

there watching the wooden block in the water. to see for a few minutes, always more coins, 

No. He sat and watched the wooden block and each time the stream of the trivial sight 

in the water ten years ago. Or seventy-three years ends, he remains completely blind until the 

ago. On the beach. A hand moving up along their next bit of change can be obtained: it is not free 

thighs, under their dress, and so on, no, not that, to see, it adds up as debt, and he laughs quietly 

he thinks, but he could see the lights from a to himself in the darkness at the prospect, 

sailboat move through the branches and foliage, fortunately there is no one there who can hear 

disappear for a second and come into view again, the gasping, sobs of a throatless laughter). No, 

excruciatingly slow, and feel the sour smell of not the binoculars. Firstly, he would have been 

black burnt sausages from the fire at the height of too uncertain for the small platform (nearly a 

the high tide (by that time reduced to red-orange step up), and second, he would probably be too 

coals in which, at irregular intervals, scraps of slumped and hunchbacked to reach the 



eyepiece, and, to top it off, he probably would 
have dropped both crutches, or at least the one, 
while putting in the money 

Thus the naked eye. But he did support his 
elbows on one of the tables on the terrace, one of 
those outdoor tables of white painted metal that 
washes itself when you tip it, and he got to sit in 
one of the seats of those folding chairs, a 
collapsible iron skeleton fitted with wooden 
crossbars. He was sitting there, hard and 
uncomfortable and admittedly, in the shade under 
faded edges of a plastic umbrella with a printed 
advertisement for a soft drink, while he drank 
coffee and ate waffles with butter and berry syrup 
(though he had to repeat each part of his order for 
the young girl behind the counter three times, and 
the third time saw how she thoughtlessly formed 
the words with her mouth, as if she was a 
ventriloquist and he the belly-speaking doll, and 
he noticed how stunned and embarrassed she was 
over the amphibious, frog-like croak and belching 
of his). A forgivably worn fan buzzing on the 
counter, the comforting coolness, rotating from 
side to side, while he was in the empty room 
listening to the jingle of trolleys with cutlery and 
plates from the kitchen. The first thing that 
happened when he re-emerged, was that the paper 
that had covered the sugar cubes blew away before 
he got to crumple it up. 

The bedside rug didn't slide tonight either, 
he could safely sit down and unbutton his shirt, 
slowly, each button a project for himself, under his 
stiff and trembling fingers, the tiny, smooth disc 
that keeps slipping away, but he did it in the end, 
today as well, even with all the sweat, and without 
seeing much in the dark, or semi-dark, or shadow; 
it's liberating every time he feels the button's 
obstinate friction against the button hole cease, 
and the button undoes, with a little jerk, a victory 
every time, and the shirt's breast increasingly 
splitting into two. Now he lies here, in bed in the 
dark, next to the firewall. First, some strong, dull 
thumps inside of the chimney, then a quick and 
jerky whistling, then the whole thing repeats itself, 
the sounds stopping when he re-enters the attic 
stairs; the chimney sweep usually comes early in 
the morning, with the sounds derived from the 
gear he brings: an iron ball hanging on a chain and 
the chain attached a sprig of elastic metal ribs, and 
it must be such that the ball will make the broom 



sink to the bottom of the chimney, while the 
ribs sweep away the soot with the entirety: ball, 
chain and ribs, are hauled up again, while it 
more or less pulverizes a layer of soot so it falls 
down to the basement, which in turn must be 
shoveled out through a suitable hatch. But not 
now. It is in the spring he comes, in spring and 
autumn, twice a year. One becomes more frugal 
when it comes to entertainment, the older one 
gets. He wonders if he'll hear the sound of the 
sweeping gear again. 



They blast our mountains 

we stand and accept its energy 

We turn the bits of our hills 

into pamphlets about the revolution 

We stare, we are relatively idle 

to the megamovement of greed's comfort 

we still crunch the bugs in homes 

as tho it were mental cleansing 

Our enemy is large and diffuse 

So we must be too? 

Our enemy is electric and gold 

So we consent to being sold? 

Our reason does not seem to trump 

their hate 

And their violence is an eagle's breadth 

And we are passionate sparrows 

That is, if eagles wanted dead sparrows 

We feast on their waste 

Should they not feast on ours? 

They take ours and turn a profit. 

They turn a profit with us 

We are a coin they flip at command 

Evicted, surrendered, overwithdrawal 

We are not seen as liberators 

We are scum to them, small threats to be 

eliminated from rented homes 

We fight from within and fall for it 

We fight outside and die in it 
Struggle for the sake of struggle? 



OCCUPY THE MACHINE mining. The stock traders we vilify gamble with 

(An excerpt from "It's the end of the world as we know it our retirement money but also buy and sell 

and I feel fine" originally published 11 November 2011) nature with no regard to its well-being. Now that 

we the people have rediscovered our power and 

As I type this, Egyptians are battling the pigs the State tries to smash us in fear of our potential, 

in Cairo and calling for an end to military rule I think it's time for us to prioritize: nature is 

while defending their occupation of Tahrir primary. If our goal is to create horizontal 

Square. On Friday, students calling for economic communities where equality and sustainability 

justice at the University of California Davis were are our goals, we need to bring the corporate 

peppersprayed at close range by campus police, death machine to a standstill and protect what 

In Chapel Hill, Anarchists occupying an little is left of nature. 

abandoned building were raided by a tactical What myself and others propose is that we 

unit of 20 fucking cops. It's inspiring to see many occupy the machine. What the fuck does this 

folks bravely fighting to liberate spaces and look like? Well, we'll destroy the fucking oil 

defend them in a world where common areas get economy. This machine cannot run without oil. 

commodified and turned into Starbucks faster Without oil, smoke-spewing trucks and airplanes 

than you can say shazam. cease to dump carbon into the atmosphere. Stop 

With equal speed and voracity, industrial the flows and bulldozers and chainsaws can't 

civilization turns living nature into dead deforest no longer. Choke the supply to that 

products. Capitalism's hunger for infinite growth sweet, sweet crude and the military machine that 

is devouring nature faster than nature can invades, murders and colonizes comes to the 

regrow. Scientists estimate that between 150 and screeching halt. 

200 species of plants and animals go extinct Turn off the spigot and your boss can go fuck 

every single motherfucking day. himself. The pig cruiser remains parked. The 

If not put in check, man-made climate change greedy stockbroker jumps from the 80th floor 

threatens not only more extinctions, but to make and the whole motherfucking system come 

the planet so fucking uninhabitable, that many of crashing down. Now don't act so fucking 

us - the dumbest apes on the fucking planet - shocked; you know you fantasize about this shit - 

might not be able to live in it. The end of the a permanent interruption to all the shit that 

world is not going to happen in the future - it's makes you unhappy And, as a bonus, we save 

happening right fucking now. the fucking planet. Peeps all over the world are 

Most witness this apocalypse and go about working on this, 
their daily lives as if nothing's wrong, others In British Columbia, peeps are currently 

wallow in despair and tune out. Some join well- blocking the path of seven proposed pipelines. In 

funded environmental groups like Greenpeace Bolivia, indigenous folk stopped the construction 

that cut deals with capitalists and save very little of a superhighway. And in Nigeria, the 

nature, and a very small group chooses to fight movement for the emancipation of the Niger 

and defend the land. Many people within the Delta has declared all-out war on the oil 

Occupy movement talk about economic justice companies. But we need more people to join in; 

but very few actually talk about environmental the powers-that-be can't protect all the oil 

justice. Not to say that the economy is not a infrastructure and let's face it, there's a lot more 

worthy cause, but let's face it, without nature of us than them. So if we're to take the Occupy 

there's no fucking economy. movement to the next level, let's occupy the 

The banks that we all pissed off at not only fucking machine. $" 

foreclose are homes, but fund projects like the Submedia is currently raising funds for their winter projects. 
motherfucking tarsands and open-pit coal Send them some governmental units to keep their seditions 

alive at http://submedia.tv 
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A Geneaology of Author's Property Right 

The image of the author as a wellspring of 
originality, a genius guided by some secret compulsion 
to create works of art out of a spontaneous overflow of 
powerful feelings, is an 18th century invention. The 
image continues to influence how people speak about 
the "great artists" of history - and it trickles down to 
more modest claims of the intellectual property regime 
that authors have original ideas that express their 
unique personality, and therefore have a natural right 
to own their works or to sell those rights. These ideas 
appear self-evident today, however, pre- 
Enlightenment traditions did not consider ideas to be 
original inventions that could be owned; knowledge 
was held in common. Art and philosophy were 
products of the accumulated wisdom of the past. 
There were no authors - in the sense of original 
creators and final authorities - but only masters of 
various crafts (sculpture, painting, poetry, philosophy) 
whose task was to appropriate existing knowledge, re- 
organize it, make it specific to their age, and transmit it 
further (which, of course, has its own criticisms). 
Artists and sages were messengers, and their ability to 
make knowledge manifest was considered a gift from 
the gods. Even the neoclassical worldview that 
immediately preceded Romanticism viewed art as 
imitation of nature and the artist as a craftsman who 
transmitted ideas that belonged to a common culture. 
The Romantic revolution marked the birth of 
proprietary authorship. It abolished the belief that 
creations of the human intellect were gifts from the 
gods that could be policed by royal decrees. While it 
liberated the productive capacity of individuals from 
supernatural causes and political control, it located 
this capacity in the sovereignty of the individual, 
ignoring larger contexts of the production. It chained 
the production of knowledge to the idea of private 
property that dominated philosophical and economic 
discourse since Locke. Romanticism's re-definition of 
the artist as an original creator was an effect of a 
combination of political, economic and technological 
transformations. Industrial production during the 
18th century led to increasing commodification. The 



enclosure of the commons forced many farmers who 
had lived off the land to become workers in industrial 
cities, and the dominance of market relations began to 
permeate all spheres of life. The sharp rise in literacy 
created a new middle-class public of consumers - a 
necessary precondition for commercializing culture. 
The capacity of the printing press to mass reproduce 
and distribute the written word destroyed established 
values, displacing art from the courts to coffee houses 
and salons. As the feudal world of patronage withered 
away - along with the system of political sovereignty 
that had supported it - writers and artists tried to live 
from the profits earned from the sale of their works. 

Romanticism was born as a contradictory response to 
these developments. It was an opposition to 
capitalism, but one expressed through the language of 
private property and the assumptions inherited from 
the philosophical discourse that legitimated 
capitalism's mode of production. Romanticism 
denounced the alienation and loss of independence 
spawned by industrial production and market 
relations, and portrayed the artist in heroic opposition 
to the drive for profit. Adopting Rousseau's metaphors 
of organic growth and Kant's notion of genius as an 
innate force that created from within, Romantic 
authors celebrated the artist as a spontaneous, 
untamed being (like nature itself), guided by intuitive 
necessity and indifferent to social rules and 
conventions. By locating the work of art in a pre-social, 
natural self, its meaning was free from contamination 
with everyday life. Art was neither public, nor social, 
nor similar to the labour of workers who produced 
commodities. It was self-reflexive, offering a window 
to a transcendent subjectivity. 

In the mid 1750s, Edward Young and Samuel 
Richardson argued that the work of an author, since it 
was a product of his unique personality, was more 
truly an author's property than the material objects 
produced by a worker. This idea found its most 
enthusiastic supporters among German and English 
Romanticism, but also echoed in wider literary circles. 
In 1772 Lessing connected originality to rights over 
ideas and argued that authors were entitled to 
economic profits from their works. Realizing that the 
problem with defining ideas as property was that 
many people seemed to share the same ideas, in 1791 
Fichte argued that for an idea to be regarded as 
property it had to have some distinguishing 
characteristic that allowed only a single individual to 
claim it. That quality lay not in the idea itself but in the 
unique form the author used to communicate it. Ideas 



that were common could become private property 
through the author's original form of expression. It is 
this distinction between content (ideas) and form (the 
particular style and expression of those the ideas) that 
provided an initial foundation for intellectual property 
law. By the 1830s Wordsworth had effectively linked 
the notion of genius - defined as the introduction of a 
new element into the intellectual universe - to legal 
stakes in the copyright wars. Arguing that artistic 
genius was often not recognized by contemporaries 
but only after an author's death, he became an active 
lobbyist for extending copyright to 60 years after an 
author's death. Wordsworth's duality in invoking the 
author as a solitary genius as well as an interested 
economic agent was symptomatic of the complicity 
between Romantic aesthetics and the logic of 
commodification. The Romantic worldview tried to 
elevate art to a pure space above commodity 
production, but its definition of the creative work as 
property reintegrated art into the very sphere it sought 
to negate. 

The existence of "copy rights" predated 18th century 
notions of the author's right to ownership. From the 
16th to the 17th century royal licenses gave exclusive 
rights to certain publishers to copy (or print) particular 
texts. In 1557, England's Queen Anne granted an 
exclusive printing monopoly to a London guild of 
printers, the Stationers Company, because it assured 
her control over which books were published or 
banned. The first copyrights were publishers' rights 
to print copies, which emerged out of the ideological 
needs of absolutist monarchies to control knowledge 
and censor dissent. After the Licensing Act expired in 
1694, the monopoly of the Stationers Company was 
threatened by provincial booksellers, the so-called 
"pirates" from Ireland and Scotland. The Stationers 
Company petitioned Parliament for a new bill to 
extend their copyright monopoly. But this was a 
different England from 1557: Parliament had executed 
King Charles I in 1649, abolished the monarchy and 
installed a republic under Cromwell, restored the 
monarchy with Charles II, overthrew James II in the 
Revolution of 1688, and, in 1689, it passed the first 
decree of modern constitutional sovereignty, the Bill of 
Rights. The Statute of Anne, passed in 1710 by 
Parliament, turned out to be a hard blow against the 
Stationers Company. The Statute declared authors (not 
publishers) to be owners of their works and limited the 
copyright term to 14 years for new books and 21 years 
for existing copyrights. The Statute, which was 
subtitled "An Act for the Encouragement of Learning, 



by vesting the Copies of Printed Books in the Authors 
or purchasers of such Copies, during the Times therein 
mentioned," tried to balance the philosophical ideas of 
the Enlightenment with the economic interests of a 
nascent capitalism by creating a marketplace of 
knowledge through competition. 

The Statute's aim was not to create an author's 
copyright but to break the Stationers Company's 
monopoly. Since this monopoly was too well 
established to be attacked superficially, reversing the 
ownership from publisher to author provided a solid 
basis. After the Statute of Anne was passed, the 
Stationers Company ignored its time limitations and a 
battle over literary property began in the law courts 
that lasted more than 50 years. In Millar vs. Taylor 
(1769), a London publisher belonging to the Stationers 
Company won a verdict supporting a common-law 
right of perpetual copyright despite the Statute of 
Anne. This decision was overturned in the landmark 
case of Donaldson vs. Becket (1774); the ruling in favor 
of the Scottish bookseller Donaldson rejected the 
argument for perpetual copyright and upheld the 
limits set out in the Statute of Anne. The principal 
players in what the press hailed as the great cause 
concerning literary property were not authors. 
Publishers sued each other in the courts, invoking the 
author's rights as a pretext in their battle for economic 
power. The notion of the author as an originator with a 
natural right to own ideas may have been invented by 
artists and philosophers, but it was publishers who 
profited from it. Laws are not made by poets but by 
states, and states exist to enforce economic privilege, 
adopting whatever philosophical legitimation they 
find convenient at any given time. The Statute of 
Anne codified the capitalist form of the author- 
publisher relationship: copyright was attached to the 
author at birth but automatically assumed by 
publishers through the "neutral" mechanisms of the 
market. Authors had a right to own the products of 
their labour in theory, but since they created 
immaterial ideas and lacked the technological means 
to produce books, they had to sell their rights to 
another party with enough capital to exploit them. In 
essence, it was no different than having to sell their 
labour. The exploitation of the author was embedded 
in the intellectual property regime from its inception. 

Intellectual property laws have shifted with the 
winds of history to justify specific interests. Countries 
that exported intellectual property favored the notion 
of authors' natural rights, while developing nations, 
which were mainly importers, insisted on a more 



utilitarian interpretation that limited copyright by 
public interest. During the 19th century American 
publishing companies justified their unauthorized 
publication of British writers on the utilitarian 
grounds that the public's interest to have great works 
available for the cheapest possible price outweighed 
authors' rights. By the beginning of the 20th century, as 
American authors became popular in Europe and 
American publishing companies became exporters of 
intellectual property the law conveniently shifted, 
suddenly recognizing the natural rights of authors to 
own their ideas and forgetting previous theories of 
social utility. During the 20th century, intellectual 
property law has extended the rights of owners in 
several ways: by increasing the duration of copyright 
to lifetime plus 70 years, by standardizing 
international IP regimes to benefit corporations in 
economically dominant countries (achieved through 
shifting IP governance from the World Intellectual 
Property Organization to the World Trade 
Organization), and by redefining the means of 
protection and the types of intellectual property that 
could benefit from protection. Until the middle of the 
19th century, copyright meant only protection against 
verbatim copying. Toward the end of the 19th century, 
this was redefined so that the property protected by 
copyright consisted (against Fichte's definition) in the 
substance, and not in the form alone - which meant 
translations were also subject to copyright. Later this 
protection was extended to any close approximation of 
the original, like the plot of a novel or play or the use 
of the characters from a movie or book to create a 
sequel. The types of property protected by copyright 
have also expanded exponentially. In the beginning, 
copyright was a regulation of the reproduction of 
printed matter. But the legislation changed with each 
new technology of reproduction (words, sounds, 
photographs, moving images, digital information). At 
the beginning of the 20th century copyright was 
extended from covering texts to covering "works." 
During a landmark court case in 1983 it was argued 
that computer software was also a "work" of original 
authorship analogous to poetry, music and painting in 
its ability to capture the author's originality and 
creative imagination. This illustrates the wildly 
different contexts in which the myth of the creative 
genius has been invoked to legitimate economic 
interests. And in each of the landmark cases the focus 
has always shifted away from corporations (the real 
beneficiaries) to the sympathetic figure of the author, 
who people identify with and want to reward. 



Intellectual Property as Fraud 

If property is theft, as Proudhon famously argued, 
then intellectual property is fraud. Property is theft 
because the owner of property has no legitimate claim 
to the product of labour. Except by denying workers 
access to the means of production, property owners 
could not extract any more than the reproduction costs 
of the instruments they contribute to the process. In 
the words of Benjamin Tucker, the lender of capital is 
entitled to its return intact, and nothing more. When 
the peasants of the pre-industrial age were denied 
access to common land by the new enclosures, it can 
be said that their land was stolen. But if physical 
property can be stolen, can intelligence or ideas be 
stolen? If your land is stolen, you cannot use it 
anymore, except on the conditions set by its new 
private "owner." If ownership of an idea is analogous 
to the ownership of material property, it should be 
subject to the same conditions of economic exchange, 
forfeiture, and seizure - and if seized it would then 
cease to be the property of its owner. But if your idea 
is used by others, you have not lost your ability to 
use it - so what is really stolen? The traditional notion 
of property, as something that can be possessed to the 
exclusion of others, is irreconcilable with intangibles 
like ideas. Unlike a material object, which can exist in 
only one place at a given time, ideas are non-rivalrous 
and non-exclusive. A poem is no less an authors' poem 
despite its existence in a thousand memories. 

Intellectual property is a meaningless concept - ideas 
don't behave like land and cannot be possessed or 
alienated. All the intellectual property debates fought 
in courthouses and among pamphleteers during the 
18th century intuitively grasped this contradiction. 
What became obvious in these debates was that the 
rights to own ideas would have to be qualitatively 
different from the rights to own material property, and 
that the ease of reproducing ideas posed serious 
problems for enforcing such rights. In parallel to the 
philosophical debates about the nature of intellectual 
property a monumental discourse criminalizing 
piracy and plagiarism began to emerge. The most 
famous rant against piracy was Samuel Richardson's 
1753 pamphlets denouncing unauthorized Irish 
reprints of his novel Sir Charles Grandison. 
Contrasting the enlightened English book industry 
with the savagery and wickedness of Irish piracy, 
Richardson criminalizes the reprints as theft. In 
actuality his claims had no legal basis since Ireland 
was not subject to England's intellectual property 
regime. And what he denounced as piracy, Irish 



publishers saw as a just retaliation against the 
Stationers Company's monopoly. A year before 
Richardson's pamphlets, there were street riots in 
Dublin against British taxation policies, which were 
part of a larger political struggle of Irish independence 
from Britain. By arguing that this Cause is the Cause of 
Literature in general, Richardson framed the battle 
over literary property in purely aesthetic terms, 
isolating it from its political and economic context. But 
his use of the piracy metaphor recalled Britain's 
colonial history and brutal repression of sea pirates. 
18th century maritime piracy has itself been 
interpreted as a form of guerilla warfare against 
British imperialism, which also created alternative 
models of work, property and social relations based on 
a spirit of democracy, sharing, and mutual insurance. 

Richardson's account of originality and propriety 
excluded any notion of cultural appropriation and 
transmission. Never was work more the property of 
any man than this is his, he claims, portraying his 
novel as New in every sense of the word. His claim is 
especially ironic given his own appropriation, both in 
the novel and in the pamphlets, of stories of piracy 
and plagiarism from the popular literature of his time 
and from Heliodorus' The Ethiopian, a 3rd century 
romance which was widely parodied throughout the 
18th century. The idea of originality, and the 
possessive individualism it spawned, created a tidal 
wave of paranoia among the author "geniuses," whose 
fear of being robbed seemed to mask a more basic fear 
that their claim to originality was nothing but a fiction. 

Artistic creation is not born ex nihilo from the brains 
of individuals as a private language; it has always 
been a social practice. Ideas are not original, they are 
built upon layers of knowledge accumulated 
throughout history. Out of these common layers, 
artists create works that have their unmistakable 
specificities and innovations. All creative works 
reassemble ideas, words and images from history and 
their contemporary context. Before the 18th century, 
poets quoted their ancestors and sources of inspiration 
without formal acknowledgment, and playwrights 
freely borrowed plots and dialogue from previous 
sources without attribution. Homer based the Iliad 
and the Odyssey on oral traditions that dated back 
centuries. Virgil's Aeneid is lifted heavily from Homer. 
Shakespeare borrowed many of his narrative plots and 
dialogue from Holinshed. This is not to say that the 
idea of plagiarism didn't exist before the 18th century, 
but its definition shifted radically. The term plagiarist 
(literally, kidnapper) was first used by Martial in the 



1st century to describe someone who kidnapped his 
poems by copying them whole and circulating them 
under the copier's name. Plagiarism was a false 
assumption of someone else's work. But the fact that a 
new work had similar passages or identical 
expressions to an earlier one was not considered 
plagiarism as long as the new work had its own 
aesthetic merits. After the invention of the creative 
genius, practices of collaboration, appropriation and 
transmission were actively forgotten. When Coleridge, 
Stendhall, Wilde and T.S. Eliot were accused of 
plagiarism for including expressions from their 
predecessors in their works, this reflected a 
redefinition of plagiarism in accordance with the 
modern sense of possessive authorship and exclusive 
property. Their so-called "theft" is precisely what all 
previous writers had regarded as natural. 

Ideas are viral, they couple with other ideas, change 
shape, and migrate into unfamiliar territories. The 
intellectual property regime restricts the promiscuity 
of ideas and traps them in artificial enclosures, 
extracting exclusive benefits from their ownership and 
control. Intellectual property is fraud - a legal privilege 
to falsely represent oneself as the sole "owner" of an 
idea, expression or technique and to charge a tax to all 
who want to perceive, express or apply this 
"property" in their own production. It is not 
pla giarism that dispossesses an "owner" of the use 
of an idea; it is intellectual property, backed by the 
invasive violence of the state, that dispossesses 
everyone else from using their common culture. The 
basis for this dispossession is the legal fiction of the 
author as a sovereign individual who creates original 
works out of the wellspring of his imagination and 
thus has a natural and exclusive right to ownership. 
Foucault unmasked authorship as a functional 
principle that impedes the free circulation, the free 
manipulation, the free composition, decomposition, 
and recomposition of knowledge. The author-function 
represents a form of despotism over the proliferation 
of ideas. The effects of this despotism, and of the 
system of intellectual property that it shelters and 
preserves, is that it robs us of our cultural memory, 
censors our words, and chains our imagination to the 
law. 

And yet artists continue to be flattered by their 
association with this myth of the creative genius, 
turning a blind eye to how it is used to justify their 
exploitation and expand the privilege of the property 
owning elite. Copyright pits author against author in a 
war of competition for originality - its effects are not 



only economic, it also naturalizes a certain process of 
knowledge production, delegitimatizes the notion of a 
common culture, and cripples social relations. Artists 
are not encouraged to share their thoughts, 
expressions and works or to contribute to a common 
pool of creativity. Instead, they jealously guard their 
"property" from others, who they view as potential 
competitors, spies and thieves lying in wait to snatch 
and defile their original ideas. This is a vision of the art 
world created in capitalism's own image, whose 
ultimate aim is to make it possible for corporations to 
appropriate the alienated products of its intellectual 
workers. 

The Revolt against Intellectual Property 

The private ownership of ideas over the last two 
centuries hasn't managed to completely eradicate the 
memory of a common culture or the recognition that 
knowledge flourishes when ideas, words, sounds and 
images are free for everyone to use. Ever since the 
birth of the proprietary author, different individuals 
and groups have challenged the intellectual property 
regime and the "right" it gave to some private 
individuals to "own" creative works while preventing 
others from using and re-interpreting them. In his 1870 
Poesies, Lautreamont called for a return of impersonal 
poetry, a poetry written by all. He added, Plagiarism is 
necessary. Progress implies it. It closely grasps an 
author's sentence, uses his expressions, deletes a false 
idea, replaces it with a right one. His definition 
subverted the myth of individual creativity, which was 
used to justify property relations in the name of 
progress when it actually impeded progress by 
privatizing culture. The natural response was to 
reappropriate culture as a sphere of collective 
production without acknowledging artificial 
enclosures of authorship. Lautremont's phrase became 
a benchmark for the 20th century avant-gardes. Dada 
rejected originality and portrayed all artistic 
production as recycling and reassembling - from 
Duchamp's ready-mades, to Tzara's rule for making 
poems from cut-up newspapers, to the photomontages 
of Hoech, Hausmann and Heartfield. Dada also 
challenged the idea of the artist as solitary genius and 
of art as a separate sphere by working collectively to 
produce not only art objects and texts, but media 
hoaxes, interventions at political gatherings and 
demonstrations on the street. Its assault on artistic 
values was a revolt against the capitalist foundations 
that created them. 

Dadaist ideas were systematically developed into a 



theory (if often suffering on the level of real practice) 
by the Situationists. The SI acknowledged that 
detournement - putting existing artworks, films, 
advertisements and comic strips through a detour, or 
recoding their dominant meanings - was indebted to 
Dadaist practices, but with a difference. They saw 
Dada as a negative critique of dominant images (one 
that depended on the easy recognition of the image 
being negated), and defined detournement as a 
positive reuse of existing fragments simply as 
elements in the production of a new work. 
Detournement was not primarily an antagonism to 
tradition; it emphasized the reinvention of a new 
world from the scraps of the old. And implicitly, 
revolution was not primarily an insurrection against 
the past, but learning to live in a different way by 
creating new practices and forms of behavior. These 
forms of behavior also included collective writings, 
which were often unsigned, and an explicit refusal of 
the copyright regime by attaching the labels "no 
copyright" or "anticopyright" to their works, along 
with the directions for use: any of the texts in this book 
may be freely reproduced, translated or adapted even 
without mentioning the source. 

It is these twin practices of detournement 
(Lautremont's necessary plagiarism) and anticopyright 
that inspired many artistic and subcultural practices 
from the 1970s to the 1990s. John Oswald started doing 
sound collages that remixed copyrighted works 
during the 1970s. In 1985 he coined the term 
plunderphonics for the practice of audio piracy as a 
compositional prerogative, which he and others had 
been practicing. Oswald's motto was: if creativity is a 
field, copyright is the fence. His 1989 album 
Plunderphonics, which contained 25 tracks that 
remixed material from Beethoven to Michael Jackson, 
was threatened by legal action for copyright violation. 
Negativland has become the most infamous of the 
plunderphonic bands after their parody of U2's song "I 
Still Haven't Found What I'm Looking For" was sued 
by U2's record label for violating both copyright and 
trademark law. Plundervisuals also has a long 
tradition. Found footage film goes back to Bruce 
Connor's work in the 1950s, but became more 
prevalent after the 1970s with Chick Strand, Mathew 
Arnold, Craig Baldwin and Keith Sanborn. With the 
invention of the video recorder, the practice of scratch 
video, which detourned images recorded directly from 
television programs and ads, became very popular 
during the 1980s because of the relative ease of 
production compared to the found film's splicing of 



celluloid. A form of more depolititicized, postmodern 
plagiarism has also achieved widespread reputation in 
literary and artistic circles during the 1990s with Kathy 
Acker's novels - her Empire of the Senseless 
plagiarized a chapter of William Gibson's 
Neuromancer with only minor rewriting - and with 
Sherrie Levine's image appropriations of Walker 
Evans, Van Gogh and Duchamp. 

Steward Home, a well-known proponent of 
plagiarism and organizer of several Festivals of 
Plagiarsm from 1988-1989, has also advocated the use 
of multiple names as a tactic for challenging the myth 
of the creative genius. The significant difference is that 
whereas plagiarism can be easily recuperated as an 
artform, with star plagiarists like Kathy Acker or 
Sherrie Levine, the use of multiple names requires a 
self-effacement that draws attention away from the 
name of the author. The use of multiple names goes 
back to Neoism, which encouraged artists to work 
together under the shared name of Monty Cantsin. 
After his break with Neoism, Home and others started 
using the name Karen Eliot. The practice also caught 
on in Italy, where the Luther Blissett name was used 
by hundreds of artists and activists between 1994 and 
1999. Luther Blissett became a kind of Robin Hood of 
the information age, playing elaborate pranks on the 
culture industry, always acknowledging responsibility 
and explaining what cracks in the system were 
exploited to plant a fake story. After Luther Blissett's 
symbolic suicide in 1999, five writers who were active 
in the movement invented the collective pseudonym 
Wu Ming, which means "no name" in Chinese. The 
collective, anonymous name is also a refusal of the 
machine that turns writers into celebrity names. By 
challenging the myth of the proprietary author, Wu 
Ming claims they've only made explicit what should 
already be obvious - there are no "geniuses," thus 
there are no "lawful owners," there is only exchange, 
re-use and improvement of ideas. Wu Ming adds that 
this notion, which once appeared natural but has been 
marginalized for the past two centuries, is now 
becoming dominant again because of the digital 
revolution and the success of free software and the 
General Public License. 

Digitalization has proven to be much more of a 
threat to conventional notions of authorship and 
intellectual property than the plagiarism practiced by 
radical artists or critiques of the author by 
poststructuralist theorists. The computer is dissolving 
the boundaries essential to the modern fiction of the 
author as a solitary creator of unique, original works. 



Ownership presupposes a separation between texts 
and between author and reader. The artificiality of this 
separation is becoming more apparent. On 
mailinglists, newsgroups and open publishing sites, 
the transition from reader to writer is natural, and the 
difference between original texts vanishes as readers 
contribute commentary and incorporate fragments of 
the original in their response without the use of 
quotation. Copyrighting online writing seems 
increasingly absurd, because it is often collectively 
produced and immediately multiplied. As online 
information circulates without regard for the 
conventions of copyright, the concept of the 
proprietary author really seems to have become a 
ghost of the past. Perhaps the most important effect of 
digitalization is that it threatens the traditional 
benefactors of intellectual property since monopolistic 
control by book publishers, music labels and the film 
industry is no longer necessary as ordinary people are 
taking up the means of production and distribution for 
themselves. 

Free software guru Richard Stallman claims that in 
the age of the digital copy the role of copyright has 
been completely reversed. While it began as a legal 
measure to allow authors to restrict publishers for the 
sake of the general public, copyright has become a 
publishers' weapon to maintain their monopoly by 
imposing restrictions on a general public that now has 
the means to produce their own copies. The aim of 
copyleft more generally, and of specific licenses like 
the GPL, is to reverse this reversal. Copyleft uses 
copyright law, but flips it over to serve the opposite of 
its usual purpose. Instead of fostering privatization, it 
becomes a guarantee that everyone has the freedom to 
use, copy, distribute and modify software or any other 
work. Its only "restriction" is precisely the one that 
guarantees freedom - users are not permitted to 
restrict anyone else's freedom since all copies and 
derivations must be redistributed under the same 
license. Copyleft claims ownership legally only to 
relinquish it practically by allowing everyone to use 
the work as they choose as long the copyleft is passed 
down. The merely formal claim of ownership means 
that no one else may put a copyright over a copylefted 
work and try to limit its use. 

Seen in its historical context, copyleft lies somewhere 
between copyright and anticopyright. The gesture by 
writers of anticopyrighting their works was made in a 
spirit of generosity, affirming that knowledge can 
flourish only when it has no owners. As a declaration 
of "no rights reserved" anticopyright was a perfect 



slogan launched in an imperfect world. The 
assumption was that others would be using the 
information in the same spirit of generosity. But 
corporations learned to exploit the lack of copyright 
and redistribute works for a profit. Stallman came up 
with the idea of copyleft in 1984 after a company that 
made improvements to software he had placed in the 
public domain (the technical equivalent of 
anticopyright, but without the overt gesture of 
critique) privatized the source code and refused to 
share the new version. So in a sense, copyleft 
represents a coming of age, a painful lesson that 
relinquishing all rights can lead to abuse by profiteers. 
Copyleft attempts to create a commons based on 
reciprocal rights and responsibilities - those who want 
to share the common resources have certain ethical 
obligations to respect the rights of other users. 
Everyone can add to the commons, but no one may 
subtract from it. 

But in another sense copyleft represents a step back 
from anticopyright and is plagued by a number of 
contradictions. Stallman's position is in agreement 
with a widespread consensus that copyright has been 
perverted into a tool that benefits corporations rather 
than the authors for whom it was originally intended. 
But no such golden age of copyright exists. Copyright 
has always been a legal tool that coupled texts to the 
names of authors in order to transform ideas into 
commodities and turn a profit for the owners of 
capital. Stallman's idealized view of the origins of 
copyright does not recognize the exploitation of 
authors by the early copyright system. This specific 
myopia about copyright is part of a more general non- 
engagement with economic questions. The "left" in 
copyleft resembles a vague sort of libertarianism 
whose main enemies are closed, nontransparent 
systems and totalitarian restrictions on access to 
information rather than economic privilege or the 
exploitation of labour. Copyleft emerged out of a 
hacker ethic that comes closest to the pursuit of 
knowledge for knowledge's sake. Its main objective is 
defending freedom of information against restrictions 
imposed by "the system," which explains why there's 
such a wide range of political opinions among hackers. 
It also explains why the commonality that links 
hackers together - the "left" in Stallman's vision of 
copyleft - is not the left as it's understood by most 
political activists. 

The GPL and copyleft is frequently invoked as an 
example of the free software movement's 
anticommercial bias. But there is no such bias. The 



four freedoms required by the GPL - the freedom to 
run, study, distribute and improve the source code so 
long as the same freedom is passed down - means that 
any additional restriction, like a non-commercial 
clause, would be non-free. Keeping software "free" 
does not prevent developers from selling copies 
they've modified with their own labour and it also 
does not prevent redistribution (without modification) 
for a fee by a commercial company, as long as the same 
license is passed down and the source code remains 
transparent. This version of freedom does not abolish 
exchange - as some free software enthusiasts have 
claimed - nor is it even incompatible with a capitalist 
economy based on the theft of surplus value. The 
contradiction inherent in this commons is partly due 
to the understanding of proprietary as synonymous 
with closed-sourced or nontransparent. Proprietary 
means having an owner who prohibits access to 
information, who keeps the source code secret; it does 
not necessarily mean having an owner who extracts a 
profit, although keeping the source code secret and 
extracting a profit often coincide in practice. As long as 
the four conditions are met, commercial redistribution 
of free software is nonproprietary. The problem is 
more obvious when translating this condition to 
content-based works, like poems, novels, films, or 
music. If eone releases a novel under a copyleft license, 
and Random House prints it and makes a profit off the 
author's work, there's nothing wrong with this as long 
as the copyleft is passed down. To be free means to be 
open to commercial appropriation, since freedom is 
defined as the nonrestrictive circulation of information 
rather than as freedom from exploitation. 
It comes as no surprise that the major revision in 
applying copyleft to the production of artworks, music 
and texts has been to permit copying, modifying and 
redistributing as long as it's non-commercial. Wu Ming 
claim it is necessary to place a restriction on 
commercial use or use for profit in order to prohibit 
the parasitic exploitation of cultural workers. They 
justify this restriction, and its divergence from the GPL 
and GFDL versions of copyleft, on the grounds that 
the struggle against exploitation and the fight for a fair 
remuneration of labour is the cornerstone of the 
history of the left. Other content providers and book 
publishers (Verso, for example) have expanded this 
restriction by claiming that copying, modifying and 
redistributing should not only be non-profit but also in 
the spirit of the original - without explaining what this 
"spirit" means. Indymedia Romania revised its 
copyleft definition to make the meaning of "in the 



spirit of the original" clearer after repeated problems 
with the neofascist site Altermedia Romania, whose 
"pranks" ranged from hijacking the indymedia.ro 
domain to copying texts from Indymedia and lying 
about names and sources. Indymedia Romania's 
restrictions include: not modifying the original name 
or source since it goes against the desire for 
transparency not reproducing the material for profit 
since it abuses the spirit of generosity and not 
reproducing the material in a context that violates the 
rights of individuals or groups by discriminating 
against them on the basis of nationality, ethnicity, 
gender or sexuality since it contradicts its commitment 
to equality. 

While some have multiplied restrictions, others have 
rejected any restriction at all, including the single 
restriction imposed by the initial copyleft. It is the 
movement around peer-to-peer filesharing that comes 
closest to the gesture of anticopyright. The best 
example is the Copyriot blog by Rasmus Fleischer of 
Pyratbiran (Bureau of Piracy), an anti-IP think tank 
and the one-time founders of Pirate Bay, the most used 
bittorent tracker in the P2P community. The motto of 
copyriot is no copyright, no license. But there is a 
difference from the older anticopyright tradition. 
Fleischer claims that copyright has become absurd in 
the age of digital technology because it has to resort to 
all sorts of fictions, like distinctions between 
uploading and downloading or between producer and 
consumer, which don't actually exist in horizontal P2P 
communication. Pyratbiran rejects copyright in its 
entirety - not because it was flawed in its inception, 
but because it was invented to regulate an expensive, 
one-way machine like the printing press, and it no 
longer corresponds to the practices that have been 
made possible by current technologies of 
reproduction. 

Stallman's original definition of copyleft attempts to 
found an information commons solely around the 
principle of information freedom - in this sense it is 
purely formal, like a categorical imperative that 
demands freedom of information to be 
universalizable. The only limit to belonging to this 
community is those who do not share the desire for 
free information - they are not excluded, they refuse to 
participate because they refuse to make information 
free. Other versions of copyleft have tried to add 
further restrictions based on a stronger interpretation 
of the "left" in copyleft as needing to be based not on a 
negative freedom from restrictions but on positive 
principles like valuing social cooperation above profit, 



nonhierarchical participation and nondiscrimination. 
The more restrictive definitions of copyleft attempt to 
found an information commons that is not just about 
the free flow of information but sees itself as part of a 
larger social movement that bases its commonality on 
shared leftist principles. In its various mutations, 
copyleft represents a pragmatic, rational approach that 
recognizes the limits of freedom as implying reciprocal 
rights and responsibilities - the different restrictions 
represent divergent interpretations about what these 
rights and responsibilities should be. By contrast, 
anticopyright is a gesture of radicality that refuses 
pragmatic compromises and seeks to abolish 
intellectual property in its entirety. Anticopyright 
affirms a freedom that is absolute and recognizes no 
limits to its desire. The incompatibility between these 
positions poses a dilemma: do you affirm absolute 
freedom, knowing it could be used against you, or 
moderate freedom by restricting the information 
commons to communities who won't abuse it because 
they share the same "spirit"? 

The Creative Anti-Commons Compromise 

The dissidents of intellectual property have had a 
rich history among avant-garde artists, zine producers, 
radical musicians, and the subcultural fringe. Today 
the fight against intellectual property is being led by 
lawyers, professors and members of government. Not 
only is the social strata of the leading players very 
different, which in itself might not be such an 
important detail, but the framework of the struggle 
against intellectual property has completely changed. 
Before law professors like Lawrence Lessig became 
interested in IP, the discourse among dissidents was 
against any ownership of the commons, intellectual or 
physical. Now center stage is occupied by supporters 
of property and economic privilege. The argument is 
no longer that the author is a fiction and that property 
is theft, but that intellectual property law needs to be 
restrained and reformed because it now infringes 
upon the rights of creators. Lessig criticizes the recent 
changes in copyright legislation imposed by global 
media corporations and their powerful lobbies, the 
absurd lengths to which copyright has been extended, 
and other perversions that restrict the creativity of 
artists. But he does not question copyright as such, 
since he views it as the most important incentive for 
artists to create. The objective is to defend against IP 
extremism and absolutism, while preserving IP's 
beneficial effects. 

In his keynote at Wizards of OS4 in Berlin, Lessig 



celebrated the Read-Write culture of free sharing and 
collaborative authorship that has been the norm for 
most of civilized history. During the last century this 
Read-Write culture has been thwarted by IP legislation 
and converted to a Read-Only culture dominated by a 
regime of producer-control. Lessig bemoans the recent 
travesties of copyright law that have censured the 
work of remix artists like DJ Dangermouse (The Grey 
Album) and Javier Prato (Jesus Christ: The Musical). 
Both were torpedoed by the legal owners of the music 
used in the production of their works, as were John 
Oswald and Negativland before them. In these cases 
the wishes of the artists, who were regarded as mere 
consumers in the eyes of the law, were subordinated to 
control by the producers - the Beatles and Gloria 
Gaynor, respectively - and their legal representatives. 
The problem is that producer-control is creating a 
Read-Only culture and destroying the vibrancy and 
diversity of creative production. It is promoting the 
narrow interests of a few privileged "producers" at the 
expense of everybody else. Lessig contrasts producer- 
control to the cultural commons - a common stock of 
value that all can use and contribute to. The commons 
denies producer-control and insists on the freedom of 
consumers. The "free" in free culture refers to the 
natural freedom of consumers to use the common 
cultural stock and not the state-enforced freedom of 
producers to control the use of "their" work. In 
principle, the notion of a cultural commons abolishes 
the distinction between producers and consumers, 
viewing them as equal actors in an ongoing process. 
Lessig claims that today, as a result of commons- 
based peer-production and the Creative Commons 
project more specifically, the possibility of a Read- 
Write culture is reborn. But is the Creative Commons 
really a commons? According to its website, Creative 
Commons defines the spectrum of possibilities 
between full copyright - all rights reserved - and the 
public domain - no rights reserved. Our licenses help 
you keep your copyright while inviting certain uses of 
your work - a "some rights reserved" copyright. The 
point is clear: Creative Commons exists to help "you," 
the producer, keep control of "your" work. You are 
invited to choose among a range of restrictions you 
wish to apply to "your" work, such as forbidding 
duplication, forbidding derivative works, or 
forbidding commercial use. It is assumed that as an 
author-producer everything you make and everything 
you say is your property. The right of the consumer is 
not mentioned, nor is the distinction between 
producers and consumers of culture disputed. 



Creative Commons legitimates, rather than denies, 
producer-control and enforces, rather than abolishes, 
the distinction between producer and consumer. It 

expands the legal framework for producers to deny 
consumers the possibility to create use-value or 
exchange-value out of the common stock. 

Had the Beatles and Gloria Gaynor published their 
work within the framework of Creative Commons, it 
would still be their choice and not the choice of DJ 
Dangermouse or Javier Patro whether The Grey 
Album or Jesus Christ: The Musical should be allowed 
to exist. The legal representatives of the Beatles and 
Gloria Gaynor could just as easily have used CC 
licenses to enforce their control over the use of their 
work. The very problem of producer-control presented 
by Lessig is not solved by the Creative Commons 
"solution" as long as the producer has an exclusive 
right to choose the level of freedom to grant the 
consumer, a right that Lessig has never questioned. 
The Creative Commons mission of allowing producers 
the "freedom" to choose the level of restrictions for 
publishing their work contradicts the real conditions 
of commons-based production. Lessig's use of DJ 
Dangermouse and Javier Patro as examples to promote 
the cause of Creative Commons is an extravagant 
dishonesty. 

A similar dishonesty is present in Lessig's praise of 
the Free Software movement because its architecture 
assures everyone (technologically as well as legally, in 
the form of its licenses) the possibility to use the 
common resource of the source code. Despite its claim 
to be extending the principles of the free software 
movement, the freedom Creative Commons gives to 
creators to choose how their works are used is very 
different from the freedom the GPL gives to users to 
copy, modify and distribute the software as long as the 
same freedom is passed down. Stallman recently made 
a statement rejecting Creative Commons in its entirety 
because some of its licenses are free while others are 
non-free, which confuses people into mistaking the 
common label for something substantial when in fact 
there's no position except the one that openly 
embraces capitalism and reformist ideology. Whereas 
copyleft claims ownership legally only to relinquish it 
practically, the references to ownership by Creative 
Commons is no longer an ironic reversal but real. The 
pick and choose CC licenses allow arbitrary 
restrictions on the freedom of users based on an 
authors' particular preferences and tastes. In this 
sense, Creative Commons is a more elaborate version 
of copyright. It doesn't challenge the copyright regime 



as a whole, nor does it preserve its legal shell in order 
to turn the practice of copyright on its head, like 
copyleft does. 

The public domain, anticopyright and copyleft are 
all attempts to create a commons, a shared space of 
non-ownership that is free for everyone to use. The 
conditions of use may differ, according to various 
interpretations of rights and responsibilities, but these 
rights are common rights and the resources are shared 
alike by the whole community - their use is not 
decided arbitrarily, on a case by case basis, according 
to the whims of individual members. By contrast, 
Creative Commons is an attempt to use a regime of 
property ownership (copyright law) to create a non- 
owned, culturally shared resource. Its mixed bag of 
cultural goods are not held in common since it is the 
choice of individual authors to permit their use or to 
deny it. Creative Commons is really an anti- 
commons that peddles a capitalist logic of 
privatization under a deliberately misleading name. 
Its purpose is to help the owners of intellectual 
property catch up with the fast pace of information 
exchange, not by freeing information, but by 
providing more sophisticated definitions for various 
shades of ownership and producer-control. 

What began as a movement for the abolition of 
intellectual property has become a movement of 
customizing owners' licenses. Almost without notice, 
what was once a very threatening movement of 
radicals, hackers and pirates is now the domain of 
reformists, revisionists, and apologists for capitalism. 
When capital is threatened, it co-opts its opposition. 
We have seen this scenario many times throughout 
history - its most spectacular example is the 
transformation of self-organized workers' councils into 
a trade union movement that negotiates legal contracts 
with the owners of corporations. The Creative 
Commons is a similar subversion that does not 
question the "right" to private property but tries to get 
small concessions in a playing field where the game 
and its rules are determined in advance. The real effect 
of Creative Commons is to narrow political 
contestation within the sphere of the already 
permissible. 

While narrowing this field of contestation, Creative 
Commons simultaneously portrays itself as radical, as 
the avant-garde of the battle against intellectual 
property. Creative Commons has become a kind of 
default orthodoxy in non-commercial licensing, and a 
popular cause among artists and intellectuals who 
consider themselves generally on the left and against 



the IP regime in particular. The Creative Commons 
label is moralistically invoked on countless sites, blogs, 
speeches, essays, artworks and pieces of music as if it 
constituted the necessary and sufficient condition for 
the coming revolution of a truly "free culture." 
Creative Commons is part of a larger copyfight 
movement, which is defined as a fight to keep 
intellectual property tethered to its original purpose 
and to prevent it from going too far. The individuals 
and groups associated with this movement (John Perry 
Barlow, David Bollier, James Boyle, Creative 
Commons, EFF, freeculture.org, Larry Lessig, Jessica 
Litman, Eric Raymond, Slashdot.org) advocate what 
Boyle has called a smarter IP, or a reform of intellectual 
property that doesn't threaten free speech, democracy, 
competition, innovation, education, the progress of 
science, and other things that are critically important 
to our (?) social, cultural, and economic well-being. 

In an uncanny repetition of the copyright struggles 
that first emerged during the period of Romanticism, 
the excesses of the capitalist form of intellectual 
property are opposed, but using its own language 
and presuppositions . Creative Commons preserves 
Romanticism's ideas of originality, creativity and 
property rights, and similarly considers "free culture" 
to be a separate sphere existing in splendid isolation 
from the world of material production. Ever since the 
18th century, the ideas of "creativity" and "originality" 
have been inextricably linked to an anti-commons of 
knowledge. Creative Commons is no exception. 
There's no doubt that Creative Commons can shed 
light on some of the issues in the continuing struggle 
against intellectual property. But it is insufficient at 
best, and, at its worst, it's just another attempt by the 
apologists of property to confuse the discourse, poison 
the well, and crowd out any revolutionary analysis. 

Berlin, 2006 
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my person is cornered and surrounded 

by the hungry, heavy wolves 

on the other side of the ground 

i do not often and never thoroughly 

understand the motives of wolves 

and whether they can dance as i do 

or digest as i do 

but they have taken my person hostage 

on the other side of things 

the echoing tread of their paws i feel 

when i dig in this deadening world 

where no clean water exists 

not enough to die and wash away in 

Oh yellow-toothed fox, take me 

red-mouthed flickered tongue 

My person will break through 

My blood kept clean 

that little bit of it, cleaned by love 

Could be poured through the deepest buffer 

of my trephanned head to that world 

for this person, i must defecate in the ground 

and turn and toil, for this person is my dreams 

with a person in the ground lies my dreams 

*** 

We time a might as this: It someday had rail forward 
and back as never.. .sting but a few times in all. The stay 
with whimsical gross oceans run bees and dogs it. And 
have dead, drinks, in old and lies. Would who held 



ribbon the language in animals to go to a king if they are 
not of - they flowing luster crumbled beach, fit, time 
coming. Watching buckles grow and get out young 
para-piping of it, knew or none in stations and had a 
'yet' in focus. First? Champ sorrow from come to were 
(but magnetic sex like hung the, the end the now). A 
come version flew people with the laughs, all those 
called directresses direful. 

realize how you do not fit in this world 

and push against it 

*** 

"You could not hurt another creature 

Despite what you are convicted of 

I know you think you hate people 

and their upholdings, their property 

and their blind acceptance of conditions 

I know you despise those who have made 

the accumulation of a one-sided power a goal 

and their awareness of oppressing others" 

But how could they know the little one 

who lifted the little cat by its feet 

and wondered and inquired 

The little one whose grandmatrianarch dead 

the cat alive, no biting, no screaming 

cept soft cries to be let down 

A small creature crying 
Is enough to prepare a person 



to be knowingly terror-ridden for a lifetime 
Shot rabbits through stomach and heart 

last screaming in acknowledgment X 

forgive slave-like people 

cannot forgive oneself 

and why I will be capable of killing 

even the State's protectors, stupid servants 

I would kill them because they've tried to kill me 

they have cut down my ancestors 

and poisoned my birthers Y 

they have murdered my kin 
and tortured my friends 
they have imprisoned and mutilated the land X 

I have contributed to it all 

But we will burn civilization to its end Y 

*** 

X I've eaten too much 

I can feel it in my gut 

Y Wait til you feel it in hers 

X Do you speak in dark matters or ill-intent? X 

Y Neither, neither speak to me much Y 
But the dark - 

Like the otherside of the same hand 
made of light X 

- of this topic I am verbose Y 

The liminality, the guts of the hand 
that is where the matter I love lies 
X Guts of matter... well, X 

well I'd rather they weren't spilled Y 

Y But in her stead! They must be spilled! 
Your stomach is full for but that reason 
They have been spilled 

X And if I like my stomach full? 

Y It will not empty neither 
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and if fullness upsets you 

Why wish for it again? 

The only upset I have now 

Is with this idea of yours 

That spilling is a must 

That there is a state between things 

when it matters 

when I know, being on the one side 

chosen matters mean as much here as there 

Precisely why between is preferred 

And why only between is well 

...or right, as you say 

So, between the written word and the voice 

What is between? 

You confuse the matters 

They are both dangerous 

and of similar sides 

Composed both out of the same affluence 

The cafe 

Death and life? 

Less of the same yet they are one 

For without the one, not the other 

And between them a void- 

CaN you spill in a void? 

Perhaps, perhaps 

What does too dangerous mean? 

Too close to death? too close to life? 

to whom can I pay my debts to? 

Keep them and then forget them 

But if you ever forget 

and harm those of dirt, of sea 

You will pay. We will make you pay. 

by animal, by space, you will pay. 

You will pay in your blood. 
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